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and improvising bridges. There are no trade-union hours in war, no five-day weeks, no strikes. All are united in unstinting effort.
Brett's team had been entertained during their arduous patrol by the sight of bridges going up, as the Bosche pulled out fast. Another diversion was talking to the Yanks, coming up from Terracina, on the new "walkie-talkie" sets.
The Colonel was too tired to be elated; we were too anxious to delay. We wished that we had a "walkie-talkie" to phone our stories back. Undoubtedly, censorship difficulties permitting, it will be part of a war correspondent's equipment in future. We climbed in again and went tearing-down the road towards Anzio. We had reached the rubble-strewn streets of Littoria when Tetlow yelled, " Stop. What the hell are we doing? "
I stared, in some annoyance.
"Don't waste time, let's get on," I snapped.
"What the hell for?" demanded Tetlow excitedly. "We shall only find a long queue of correspondents waiting to file. We shall be rationed to fifty words each on the portable transmitter, and probably our stories will take forty-eight hours to reach London. We ought to go back to Naples."
A vision of those faithful, patient sub-editors, shambling in from supper and demanding "Where's Gander's copy?" arose in my mind. I made a feeble protest that Naples was a hundred miles away and that we should be against the traffic tide. It was also long past 7 p.m. Yindrich was neutral but judicious, as we argued the pros and cons, wasting precious minutes. Then we decided to gamble on returning to Naples, with its unlimited transmission facilities, its instantaneous connection with London.
Hours later, bone-weary figures, half-asleep on their feet, stumbled up the narrow stairway of the Press building in Naples. It was nearly midnight before we had slogged out the last "takes" of copy, sending it off a few sentences at a time. But we beat everybody on the link-up story. When not nodding off to sleep in the jeep, I had been wondering how to put it in a nutshell. London would know fromrom the "other side." They joined up with an American reconnaissance squadron at 9 a.m., he said, and altogether had been working for sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
